7 he mo(t lanicntMe Tra^edie 

J willmoft willingly attend your Lad ylhip. 

Mate* I will* 

"Titm^ How novtLasiiniay Marcus what naeanes this? 
Seme booke there is that flic deflres to fee t 
Which is it girlc of thefc? open them boy , 

But thou art deeper read and better skild, 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And To beguile thy fofrow; till the hcauensj 
Reuealc the dambd contriuer of this deede# 

Why lifts flic vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

I thinke flic mcanes that there was more then one 

Confederate in the faff, 1 more there was : 

Or clfe to hcauen flieheaues them for reuenge* 

Tffus» Lucius what booke is that flie tofletn fo f 
Thcy* Grandficr tis Quids Metamorphofisp 
My mother gaue it me* 

^iMarc. For louc of her thats gone. 

Perhaps Ihc culd it from among the reft* 

Titus. SofCjfo bufily fhc turnes theleaueSy 
Hclpe her, what wo.uld ftie findc? Laninia fliall Ircad f 
^ Thisis the tragicke tale pfjPW(S>we/, 

’Aftd triaUs oiTereus treafon and his rape, 

And rape I fearc was rootc of thine annoy* 

MarcrfScc brother feenote how Ihc quotes the leaues* 
Tituf. LauimayWctti\ioM thusfurpriz d fweetgirlcy 
Rauiftitand wrongdas Philomela was, 

Fored in the ruthlcflc, vaft, and gloomy woods > 
Scc,fce,Ifuchaplaceth€reis where we did hunt, 

(O hadwencuer, ncucr hunted there) 

Patterndby that the Pocthcere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why fliouldnaturebuildfofouleadcD, 

Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

Til, Giuc fignes fweet gitlc for becrc arc nonebut friends# 

What 
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what Romanc Lord it was durft do the dc ede ? 

Or flonkc not Saturnine^z%Tarquin erft. 

Thatleft the Campc to finne in Lucrcce bed. 

Sit downe fwcet Nccce> brother lit dow^c by me, 
JffoUoyTalUt^IoHe, ot Mercury^ 
infpireme that I may this treafon findc# 

My Lord lookc Iiccrc,lookc hccrc LduinUi 

Hctvritcs hii T^me with hisfii>jfc^ an J guides h 
with fe etc audmout b* 

This fandie plot is plaioc, guide i f thou canft 
This after me, 1 haue writ my name, 

Without the hclpe ofany hand at all. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this fliift : 

Write thou good Nccce, and hccrc difpVay at laft, 

What God will hauc difcoucred for reuengc, 

Hcauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 

That wemay know the tray tors and the truth# 

She takes the fiafe in hermeuth^ and guides n with her 
fiumpeSy and writes^ 

Titus* Oh doc ye read my Lord what flic hath writ, 
Stuprum^ Chironj Demetrius, 

Marc, What, what, the luftfull fonnes of Tamoray 
Performersof thishainous bloody deede? 

Titus. MagmDomtnatorpoliy ^ 

Tern Untus audis feeler tarn lentus vides? ' ^ 

Mara Oh caltnc thccgcntle Lord, ^ hnow 

There is enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre amutcnie inthc mildeft thoughts. 

And armc the tnindcs ofinfants to cxdaimcs# 

My Lord kncclc downe with me,* kncclc, 

And 















